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^H£ substance of this little book was addressed 
to the Congregation worshipping in Queen's 
Boad Chapel, Gt. Yarmouth, on the occasion 
of the lamented deaths of Mr. Samuel Ives, 
Mrs. Eobert Bell, Mrs. Goodrick and the Bev. 
William Andrews — ^who within a few days of 
each other, died at Yarmouth, in the true faith 
of the Gospel, and in the sure and certain hope 
of a glorious resurrection. Special reference of 
course was made to the Memory of the late 
William Andrews, who laboured with much 
success, affection, and esteem at Aylsham, 
Cambridge, Thetford and Colchester ; and died 
October 1st, 1868, in the 27th year of his age. 
Like Brainerd and Martyn, M'Cheyne and 
Hewitson, John Macintosh and Hedley Vicars — 
his career was remarkably short, but it was 
gracious, useful, brilliant. He had lighted his 
life-lamp at the Sun of Bighteousness and he bo.- 

came a buiaing lumiawc^^ ^wx^^\^^ ^^'^ *^^ 
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disperse the gloom of moral night. And many 
■will be the crown of his rejoicing in the day of 
God. We may now say of him as LordBrougham 
once said of Eoger Miller — " Eesting from his 
labours, he bequeaths his memory to the gener- 
ation whom his works' have blessed, and sleeps 
under the humble but not inglorious epitaph com- 
memorating one in whom mankind lost a friend, 
and no man got rid of an enemy." 

Beyond this brief mention of our friends, 
there are here no annals of their lives, and 
there is no attempted full estimation of their 
respective characters. The author knew that 
these things would appear through the Con- 
nexional medium of the Denomination of which 
they were members ; and from abler pens than 
his. It would be difl&cult however for any one 
to entertain a higher regard than he does, for 
those useful lives which are now closed. They 
have finished their life work, and have entered 
into the joy of their Lord. 

Circumstances over which no one had any 
control suggested the plan of this little volume — 
and in jBubmitting it to the Christian public the 



PREFACE. 11 

Author makes no pretence to profound origin- 
ality, ingenuity, or quaintness ; indeed he is 
inclined to believe that there are few hoo^a 
published now, that have not in them a spirit 
to the culture of which all ages have contributed 
somewhat. " All originality," remarks Emerson 
"is relative." Coleridge and Johnson in their 
reviews of men and books corroborate Emerson. 
Cicero is said to have been a huge borrower, 
and Dante a bee that gathered honey from his 
fellow Italians. Gray the Poet is understood 
to have drawn largely upon Pope and Milton. 
Pope again is thought to have been much in 
debt to Spenser. And Byron when reading 
one of Sir Walter Scott's works exclaimed, 
"How difficult it is to say anything new! 
This page for instance, is a brilliant one, full 
of wit. But to produce it, he speaks of Scott 
gleaning "from Shakespeare," "from Sheridan" 
and " from another writer." Thus we see that 
it was nothing unusual, even for the master- 
minds of the past to find old ideas to be new 
modelled, and old gems to be re-set. Suck 
things of course will "be «Am\»\»'5at tio^ '^^'^ *^^«^ 



12 PBEFAGE. 

good of the comuion cause and for the purpose 
of providing sound, healthy, and attractive 
literature for our rising race. Here then, for 
thiB present at least is our city of refuge. It 
is earnestly hoped that the following pages by 
the blessing of the great Head of the Church may 
serve in some humble measure to point sinners to 
the Cross of Christ — to comfort those who have 
been bereaved of loved ones, to console those 
who are in trouble, to strengthen and encourage 
those who are endeavouring to get well through 
life*s duties, amid life's perplexities, to inspire 
the young that though their path may some- 
times seem rough, rugged and cheerless, it is 
still open and onward, and the aged that Christ 
will go with them through the whole of their 
life, and will not leave them in the shades 
which hang about its close; but will throw 
open the gates of paradise to all his ransomed 
followers, when a thousand sights of beauty will 
fill the delightful eyes of the pilgrims, and a 
thousand voices of welcome will hail their in- 
coming home. " There remaineth therefore a 
rest to the people of God," YV. T. 
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ON THE SANDS OF TIME. 
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" And the Lord spake unto Moses and Aaron 
in Mount Hor, by the coast of the land of Edom, 
saying, Aaron shall be gathered unto his people : 
for he shall not enter into the land which I 
have given unto the cbildrwi of Israel, because 
ye rebelled against my word at the water of 
Meribah. Take Aaron and Eleazar his son, 
and bring them up to mount Hor : and strip 
Aaron of his garments, and put them upon 
Eleazar his son : and Aaron shall be gathered 
unto his people, and shall die there. And Moses 
did as the Lord commanded : and they went up 
into mount Hor in the sight of all the congre- 
gation. And Moses stripped Aaron of his 
garments, and put them upon Eleazar his son ; 

and Aaron died thet^ m \Saft V^*^ ^V^Qs^s^ ^sis^»^^ 



14 FOOT-PBINTd ON TH£ 

and Moses and Eleazar came down from the 
mount. And when all the congregation saw 
that Aaron was dead, they mourned for Aaron 
thirty days, even all the house of Israel." 

When the Israelites in the course of their 
wanderings in the wilderness, had reached 
Mount Hor, Aaron was directed to go to the 
top of the mountain in company with Moses 
his brother, and Eleazer his son and successor 
in the priestly office. A huge, bleak mountain, 
as desolate as Sinai itself, without grass, or 
tree, or shrub, hewn and riven by frightful 
chasms, thus became inseparably associated 
with the first high priest of Israel. The view 
now obtained from its summit is chiefly re- 
markable for its utter desolation. Aaron could 
have seen but little from its top to give him a 
favourable impression of the Land of Promise. 
It must have required strong faith to believe 
that the rocky ridges away to the north and 
west were indeed the *' Land flowing with milk 
and honey." Yet it would doubtless cheer his 
spirit, to think that among those heights and 
valleys had been the haunts and homes of the 
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old patriarchs, after wandering about as 
*^ Strangers and pilgrims of the earth ; " and 
his faith and fitness for death would be increased 
by remembering the promises which had glad- 
dened them. A Mohammedan Chapel now 
marks the spot where he is believed to have 
died, and a subterranean cavity is said to con- 
tain his remains. The Pharaohs built lofty 
pyramids for their ashes, that they might out- 
strip all other beings in the magnificence of 
their tombs ; but no Pharaoh had ever pyramid 
or monument so massive as that which God 
thus set apart for Aaron.* Here the father is 
stripped of his priestly vestments which Moses 
immediately places upon Eleazar his son. 
Thus disrobed of the insignia of his office, with 
a gentle but melancholy grandeur, the venerable 
old man resigns himself to death, and sleeps 

with his fathers. 

** The haUowed zephyrs brought him moenee sweet ; 
And ont before him opened, in prospect long, 
The Biver of Life, in many a winding maze 
Descending from the lofty throne of God, 
That with excessive glory closed the scene." 

♦See Blaikie'ftH\«.\.on ^1 'Csx^^^^'t* 
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<< It is appointed unto man once to die ; but 
after death the judgment." Heh, 9; 27, "As 
in Adam all die." 1 Cor. 9 : 15. 

** There is no flook, however watched and tended 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 

But has one Taoant ohair ! 

The air is f nU of farewells to the dying. 

And monmings for the dead ; 
The heart of Bachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted 1 

Let OS be pati^t I These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise. 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapours 

Amid these earthly damps. 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers, 

May be heaven^s distant lamps." 

L(nigfeUo\fl« 
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Memoiiies of the dear departed crowd in npon 
us all, and often << fill the haunted chambers of 
the night." Who has not among the million 
spirits of the past — a friend — a brother. 

In the following scriptural quotation do we 
not recognise foot-prints which are common to 
all generations ? 

** The Lord spake unto Moses and said Aaron 
shall be gathered to his people." His death 
presents one of the most singular and impress- 
ive scenes in the history of our race. Neither 
the purity of his character nor the honour of 
his high priesthood, could exempt him from the 
common lot of humanity. Death had 
happened to his people — and would happen to 
all generations. They were gone, and he shall 
be gathered to his fathers. What is our life ? 
** It is even as a vapour which appeareth for a 
little while, and then vanisheth away." 

The spider's most attenuated thread is cord, 
is cable, compared with the hold we have of 
life. What is the history of our race ? It is 
a lengthened bill of mortality — a vast accWLoimo.^ 
on whose gates are -wx^XAjen^ ^v-\_^«essjLKciw^^'^^ 
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Mourning and Woe." What are the words 
that apply alike to aU? It is the solemn 
sentence — ** Dust thou art, and unto dust shall 
thou return." Everywhere we meet with the 
grim and ghostly triumphs of death. In eyeiy 
language you may hear his hoarse, hass voice 
calling — "Eetum ye children of men." The 
pyramids of Egypt, while they are a monument 
of human lahour, are likewise a monument of 
human mortality. The decaying cemetery in 
Jehoshaphat*s vale speaks to the eye, and to 
the heart, even although the epitaphs are 
obliterated. The thickening grave-stones in 
our new burial-grounds preach to us their 
Memento Mori, Bemember death ! How plain- 
tive and powerful, how true Wft^J striking are 
the following lines of LonjgMlv>v 5 — 

<< Art if long, and tim k i««line» 
And our heftrts, thongk iloioit Mid ImtOi 

Stm like muffled drums ur« bating 
Foneral marelies to the gnit^^' 

The brief allusions of tlic lu^^pirod writers to 
the ravages of death are fitU^d to arrest the 
attention of our readers. ** Ma^ that is born of 
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a woman " said Job, ** is of few daySj and full 
of trouble. He cometh forth like a flower, and 
is cut down i he deeth also as a shadow, and 
continueth not;'' ** We spend our years as a 
tale that is told. The days of our years are 
thi^e^score years and ten ; and if by reason of 
strength they be fourscore years, yet is their 
strength labour and sorrow ; for it is soon cut 
offj and we fly away;*' ** The voice said, Cry; 
And he said, Wh^bt shall I cry ? All fl6sh is 
grass, and all the goodliness thereof as the flower 
of the field." 

But these remarks, though touching, are soft- 
ened by poetry. Would you, therefore, have 
descriptions of the common foe without the 
soft clothing of poetical similitude ? ** Would 
you see a mother's anguish ? " — observes Br* 
Leask — ^listen to Hagar the Egyptian : — ** And 
the water was spent in the bottle, and she cast the 
child under one of the shrubs. And she went and 
sat her down over against him a good way ofF^ 
as it were a bow shot : for she said, let me not 
see the death of the child. And she sat ovel? 
against him, and lifted u]f\ifiXNW!.^^^2£i^'^^'^^^ 
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Would you see how the heart of the proudest 
despot quails? hear Pharaoh; "Now there- 
fore forgive, I pray thee, my sin only this once, 
and intreat the Lord your God, that he may 
take away from me this death only." 

Would you catch the strongest avowal of 
aflfection which it is possible to utter ? — listen 
to the words of Euth to Naomi : — ** Where thou 
diest, will I die, and there will I be buried : the 
Lord do so to me, and more also, if ought but 
death part thee and me." Would you hear the 
cry of undissembled terror? listen to the 
united voices of intelligent young men : And 
it came to pass, as they were eating of the 
pottage, that they cried out, and said man 
of God, there is death in the pot." 

Would you see the climax of mental agony, 
as given by the man who is held up to notice 
as a pattern of patience ? — it is in the case of 
those who "long for death, but it cometh not, 
and dig for it more than for hid treasures ; and 
who rejoice exceedingly, and are glad, when 
they can find the grave." Would you see the 
strongest description that can be given of Hke 
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madness of those who despise Divine wisdom ? — 
"All they that hate me love death." Would 
you see the very limit of inconsolable agony ? *' 
" In Bama was there a voice heard, lament- 
ation and weeping, and a great mourning, 
Bachel weeping foi" hei" children, and would 
not be comforted, because they ate not.'* 
Would you heai^ the most melancholy statement 
that all time records ? — ^By one man sin entered 
into the world, and death by sin ; and so d^ath 
passed upon all men, for that all have sinned." 
These are but a few, out of the many, of the 
ever recurring cries of humanity, respecting the 
ravages of death. Into how many of our 
homes has the "King of Terrors" and 
the terror of kings entered unbidden and 
smitten down some of our nearest, deairest, and 
best of friends. May we not ask where is the 
husband who stood by you at the altar, and 
under the protection of whose arm you felt 
Secure? Where is the wife with whom you 
took sweet counsel, and walked to the house of 
God, to whose accents you surrender "^qwx.^^5^^ 
and to whose language ol ^fiaoMvyo.!^"^ ^^'so?^ 
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to listen for ever ? Where is the father who 
toiled for you with his brawny arms and loved 
you with a manly heart ? Where is the mother 
that watched over your infancy, hushed you to 
sleep on her gentle bosom, and tended your 
couch through many a fevered dream ? Where 
are the children, those angels of your honle^ 
over whom you shed your hottest tears ? 
Are they not gone, some of them at least, to the 
cold damp bed, the grave, where there is no 
pillow save the <Jold clay — ^no covering save the 
sod — ^no curtain saVe the dark cofl&n lid — ^nd 
companion save the worm ! And thither reader, 
you ftfe going. 

But not as to a final resting-place. Atheism 
run mad inscribed on the cemetery gates of 
Paris — "Death is an eternal sleep**' We 
shrink in horror from the Parisian infidelity, 
but have we come up to the holy oracles, and 
listened with profoxmd respect to the Divine 
utterance. ** The hour is coming in the which 
all that are in their graves shall hear the voice 
of the Son of God, and shall come forth ; " 
" Surely " says Pr. Leask, ** a book which con- 
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tains that declaration has a olaim even on the 
score of its striking novelty and remarkable 
suggestiveness, which no other book has." 

If men were to destroy the New Testament, 
on my bended knees I would pray them to grant 
me a copy of that one sentence first. Upon 
my brow I should bind it, upon my memory 
engrave it, and in my hand carry it; and 
should my fellows put me to a cruel death, I 
would smile in their faces, saying with my 
Master, " I shall rise again I ** We would not, 
therefore, mourn the departure of christian 
friends as though they were gone out of being. 
No, for they are present with the Lord ; they 
have entered into a better world. Their heavens 
have no cloud, their balmy gales no storm. 
** I heard a voice from heaven saying. Write, 
Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord. Yea, 
saith the Spirit, they rest from, their labours, 
and their works do follow them." 

** Teach me to live, that I may dread 
My graye as little as my bed ; 
Teaoh me to die, tliat so I may 
BSm ^rious at th« vid^gaxsesoiw ^r 
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'' Whatsoever a man soweth that shall he also 
reap." Oal. 6:7, 

** Howe'er it be, it seems to me 

'Tie noble only to be good. 

Trae hearts are more than coronets, 

And noble deeds than * Norman blood '.** 

Tennyson. 

Moses and Aaron were hoth excluded from the 
Promised Land — because of a certain some- 
thing which took place at Meribah — the waters 
of strife — ^which was oflfensive to Almighty God. 
Aaron was a good man in the main, a minister 
of God, one who had many excellencies ; but 
he had done wrong — ^had rebelled against 
the word of the Lord, and he must suffer the 
penalty on Mount Hor. ** Every man shall 
bear his own burden." Yes and there is a 
time coming when that statement shall receive 
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a deeper and more solemn accomplishment. 
When Christ shall take his seat of judgment, 
when he shall assemble the nations to his bar, 
when he shall sit as the arbiter of our doom ; 
and when he shall fix our destiny for ever. 
And be it remembered that our future will be 
bright or gloomy according as wo make it in 
the present. We are now making character. 
We are making heaven if we are living right as 
the servants of Christ. We are making hell if 
we are living otherwise. How significantly is 
it said of Judas that he **went to his own 
place." He fell from his apostleship, says the 
evangelical record that he might go to his own 
place. Do not say there was destiny in his 
case ; do not say his doom was found in his 
circumstances; do not say that any decree 
sentenced him before his birth to everlasting 
burnings. No he fell by his own choice — ^he 
** went to his own place." — A vessel chosen to 
honour, by his own free but wrong selecting 
converted into a vessel of wrath. " Let him 
that thinketh he standeth, take heed lest ho 
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It is one of the most interesting conjeotures 
of science that a little stone cast into the sea, 
will send a ripple, however imperceptihle, to 
ocean's remotest shores ; and it has also been 
conjectured that a word once spoken, may 
never cease to echo through space till it rings 
again in our ears at the judgment seat. Is it 
not so in reference to moral and spiritual 
things? 

That simple act of yours may tell for good or 
evil both for time and eternity, not only upon 
yourself but upon many others beside. That 
stone which you throw, as it were upon the 
moral ocean around you may cetxxj an influence 
to distant shores of which you never dreamed. 
That seed which you carelessly throw into the 
moral soil, and which you expected to die 
where it was deposited, may spring up and 
yield you an abundant harvest either for sorrow 
or for joy. 

In one of the old heathen fiibles, we are 
told of one who sowed dragon's teeth and forth- 
with thelre sprung up a host of armed men, who 
brandished their gleaming spears around him. 
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Is not that a striking picture of the bitter seeds 
of sin which the ungodly man is everywhere 
sowing. With heedless glee he scatters them, 
and thinks that the evil is past when he has 
forgotten them; but like the fabled dragon's 
teeth, those seeds will yield a terrible harvest 
of spears, to pierce him through with many 
sorrows. Take the case of the Duke of Buck- 
ingham, K. G., who died in a poor lodging 
house, in 1861. He was bom to greatness, 
the owner of miles of British soil, the lord and 
prince of palaces — ^belonging to the royal line 
of the Plantagenets. Without any eflfort of his 
own, he was the first aristocrat of the first 
aristocracy in the world. But he ran into great 
lengths of sin, lust, passion, wickedness of 
almost every kind, and by this course of dissip- 
ation, he was soon brought to extreme poverty 
and wretchedness. After his property had been 
sold — ^Macauley wrote : — ** In the midst of 
fertile lands and an industrious people, in the 
heart of a country where it is thought virtuous 
to work, to save and to thrive ; a man of the 
highest rank, and property not xsji^o^jv.^ V^ \M^. 



28 FOOT-PRINTS ON THE 

title, flung all away by his extravagance and 
folly, and reduced his honours to the tinsel of 
a pauper and the baubles of a fool." Mac- 
auley, however did not live to see the climax of 
meanness. The confidential letters of persons 
of the highest rank, the correspondence of kings, 
he ticketed, and set up for auction. Yet time 
was when the blue ribbon of the Garter was 
bound across his breast, and when he led the 
Queen of England into a palace that even 
royalty might envy. Far be it from us to 
trample on his tomb ; far be it from us to heap 
harsh names and foul epithets upon the depart- 
ed Duke, however great may have been his 
errors — ^however tremendous may be his doom. 
But may we not, seriously sum up his life, and 
ask on what side of the account the balance 
lies, and learn a moral lesson. " Be not de- 
ceived ; God is not mocked : for whatsoever a 
man soweth that shall he also reap. For he 
that soweth to his flesh, shall of the flesh reap 
corruption ; but he that soweth to the spirit, 
shall of the spirit reap life everlasting,'^ 
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** They are sowing their s«ed in the day-light fair, 
They nre sowing their seed in the noon-day*s glare, 
They are sowing their seed in the soft twilight. 
They are sowing their seed in the solemn night. 

What shall the harvest be ? 

They are sowing the seeds of noble deeds 
With a sleepless watch and an earnest heed ; 
With a ceaseless hand o'er the earth they sow. 
And the fields are whiting where'er they go ; 

Kich will the harvest be ! 

And some are sowing the seeds of pain 
Of late remorse, and maddened brain 
And the stars shall fall, and the snn shall wane ; 
Ere they root those weeds from the soil again. 

Dark will the harvest be. 

Sown in darkness, or sown in light, 
Sown in weakness, or sown in might, 
Sown in meekness, or sown in wrath. 
In the broad work-field, or the shadowy path 

Sure will the harvest be.'* 

The Eev. W. Morley Punshon remarks 
" This is a terrible power, that I have this 
power of influence — and it clings to me — 
I cannot shake it off. It was bom with me ; 
it has grown with my growth, and strength- 
ened with my strength. It speaks — ^it walks — 
it moves ; it is powerfui in everj IqqSl ^1 tss:^ 
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eye, in every wori of my lips, in every 
act of my life. I eannot live to myself. I 
must either be a light to illumine, or a tempest 
to destroy. I must either be an Abel, who, by 
his immortal righteousness, being dead yet 
speaketh, or an Achan, the saddest continuance 
of whose otherwise forgotten name, is the fact 
that man perishes not alone in his iniquity.*' 
And this necessary element of power belongs to 
every individual more or less. Eeader, your 
sphere may be limited, and your influence may 
be small ; but a sphere and influence you have. 
We would therefore beseech you to make the best 
possible use of them, for God, and for the moral 
good of the neighbourhood in which you may re- 
side. ** Let your light so shine before men, that 
they may see your good works, and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven." 

The following incident may serve to illustrate 
how influence permeates society, perhaps down 
to the end of time. An old puritan traveller 
wrote a tract, called "The Bruised Eeed," 
which fell into the hands of a lad and was 
the means of his conversion. Th^t lad was 
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Bichard Baxter — ^Baxter's " Call to the Uncon- 
verted " and the " Saints Everlasting Rest,'* were 
the means of bringing Philip Doddridge to 
Jesus. He afterwards wrote the " Rise and 
Progress of Religion in the Soul " — ^which, falling 
into the hands of that illustrious philanthropist 
and advocate for the iabolition of Slavery— was 
instrumental in his conversion to the truth ; 
and William Wilberforce devoted the re- 
mainder of his life to God; His elaborate and 
masterly book entitled **The Practical View of ^ 
Christianity ^' inspired Leigh Bichmond in the 
South, and Thomas Chalmers in the North, 
for Christ, and souls, and heaven. The 
Scottish Clergyman's ** Astronomical Dis- 
courses,^ and Leigh Eichmond*s ^* Dairyman's 
Daughter'** and ** Young Cottager, *' have fired the 
soul of many a noble youth, and brought 
multitudes to the Saviour. La the records of 
the Tract Society for 1856, there were no fewer 
than fifteen hundred cases of conversion solely 
attributable under God to the circulation of the 
«' BruiBed Eeed "-Thus men live, think, speak^ 
^te, act, and pass ayray *, Wl ^\xevx ^%«^'^<e> 
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on, influencing others — although it may be 
ages afterwards — ^to come to the Lord Jesus 
Ghristi 

Many years ago, a temperance meeting was 
held in a neat little Primitive Methodist Chapel 
in the neighbourhood of Durham. The Agent 
of the ** Scottish Temperance League," who 
was to have addressed the meeting as per an- 
nouncement, did not arrive. The poor chairmaa 
of course, felt himself in a curious fix. A 
hymn was sung, and prayer was offered, and 
the president made his speech, and now they 
were brought to a long pause — ^fortunately a 
person in the room volunteered his experience — 
which was a sad experience indeed. The man 
had been a fearful drunkard ! had wrecked a 
strong constitution — ^ruined his character — 
blasted his prospects — ^broken the heart of a 
loving wife, and half-starved his family. As 
he told his strange tale of suffering and sorrow, 
tears flowed from eyes unused to weep. Bad 
as he was some kind brother took him by the 
hand and led him to the foot of the Cross, and 
there he found salvation through faith in the 
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blood of the Lamb. He at once united with 
the Church, signed the Temperance Pledge, and 
now he was enjoying health, happiness, home, 
hope, and a glorious prospect of heaven. 
** Oh I " said he ; ** try the principles of Temper- 
ance for yourselves — and taste and see that the 
Lord is good, blessed are all those that trust in him \ " 
At the close of the meeting the Secretary 
registered twenty-six names of persons who had 
resolved to try the pledge. There were two poor 
ragged dirty looking lads who wanted to sign. 
But one of the members of the Committee said to 
the Secretary — ** don't fill your book with such 
names as theirs," and they were turning to leave, 
but he seemed to have more of the love of God in 
his heart, than his fellow, and he called them. 
** Come here, my lads, and sign — ^If you are 
dirty this will help you to practices of clean- 
liness ! If you are ragged, this will clothe you I 
If you are ignorant, this will open to you the 
vast portals of knowledge ! If you are depraved 
this may be instrumental in leading you to the 
" Fountain opened for sin, and uncleanness ! " 
If you are poor, this ma^ bo^ oxifc \£i^"^sx^ ^» 
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get you true riches ! If you are friendless, this 
may bring you nearer to that "Friend that 
sticketh closer than a brother ! " " Come and sign 
my lads, and may God bless you." They both 
signed and God did richly bless them. 

William Green was able to write his own 
name. He had been deprived of parental care) 
while he was yet young. His parents fell 
victims to Asiatic cholera, in the town of New- 
castle-on-Tyne ; and poor William was taken 
to the workhouse at Gateshead — ^there he 
learned to read, write and cypher. At the 
age of thirteen he was apprenticed to the nail 
making business, to Mr. W. M., who proved to 
be a good master, kindly cared for him — en- 
couraged him in mental culture,and allowed him 
to attend meetings tending for good. Will not 
heaven reward him for such indulgent kindness to 
a poor orphan boy ? He soon united in Church 
fellowship — ^became a Sunday School Teacher — 
a worker in the Temperance cause — studied the 
Latin, Greek, and Hebrew languages, while 
toiling at the anvil in an ill-ventilated workshop. 
A good broad pouled clergyman — ^the Eev. 
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Blyth Hurst — saw something in the lad whieh 
resulted in his being sent to the Diocesan train' 
ing colbge, at Durham, at his expense. 
On leaving the institution he went to be a 
school-master at Acomb, in Northumberland — 
thence to a school at Winchester; and ult- 
imately engaged as a City Missionary in London. 
There he visited the fatherless and widows in 
their afflictions, and kept his garments unspotted 
from the world. There are many souls in that 
populous city now saved and on their way to 
heaven through his agency. His success 
as a Missionary reached the Bishop of London, 
who ordained and sent him out to Africa, 
There he preached Jesus and the resurrection — 
there he gloried only in the Cross of Christ — 
there he saw many gathered into the Fold of the 
Good Shepherd — and there while in the midst 
of abundant labours, was called home to rest in 
the long glad Sabbath of the skies. And what 
is the moral of all this ? Why, that no man 
can live in vain. The Secretary's kind words 
led William Green to sign the pledge — that led 
him to the Sunday School — the Sunday S<i3c^^V 



86 FOOT-PRINTS ON THE 

led him to the Cross — and the Cross hallowed 
and permeated his nature. The power divine 
went down into the very depths of his soul, and 
thrilled him with a new life purpose. 

But what became of the other boy who 
signed his name by simply making a cross. 
He too had been deprived of parental care when 
under two years of age. Endured untold hard- 
ships in infancy and youth. Clouds and 
darkness compassed him about in his earlier 
years. About the age of nine he began to work 
in the coal-pit, and could truly say with Charles 
Mackay — 

*• Ere yet my years were ten, a weary lot was miDe, 

I wrought in coal-pits damp and cold, and knew no summer 
shine ; 

I never saw the sun, hat on a sahhath day ; 

I knew not how to read and write, and was not taught to 
pray; 

I never roamed the fields, nor plucked the flow'rets wild ; 

Nor had one innocent delight when I was a little child.*' 

Nobody led him to the house of prayer. 
Nobody controlled him. Hence he formed bad 
habits, was fond of the public house, frolic, song, 
fan and drink. Before he was eigHecu ^^«t^ ol 
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age he had one of his legs broken three times 
above the knee, and twice below. Thus disabled 
from working in the pit, he went to learn the 
shoe-making business, which brought him near 
to the shop where Green worked. They became 
companions. Attended the Temperance Meet- 
ing together, heard the kind and seasonable 
advice of the Secretary, which gave a happy 
turn to his after life. Shortly afterwards 
he got converted to God amongst the Primi- 
tive Methodists — became a local preacher — 
gave speeches at Temperance Meetings — talked 
to the children in Sabbath Schools — sang 
melodies — recited hymns — distributed tracts — 
worked hard for souls, and travelled miles to 
advance the glorious principles of truth. At 
length he became Agent to the United Kingdom 
Band of Hope Union, which office brought him 
into many of our large towns and cities, and he 
had been the means, in the hands of a kind 
Providence, of influencing many minds for 
good both for time and eternity. During one 
of his visits to a large in«».ii\\i^^\»\>LTv\\% ^^^^^^ 
in the Weat Riding o£ Xoxks^i^x^, V^ x^^^^^^^ 
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a cordial and unanimous invitation to become 
the pastor of a growing Church which he ac- 
cepted, and is now labouring with much 
advantage to the people and happiness to 
himself. He has published a little book en- 
titled '^Home Thoughts,"''' which should 
circulate by thousands, especially among the 
friends of temperance. 

** It is not wealth and station alone hath power to bless, 

For worlds of costly splendour could not purchase 
happiness, 

*Tis words of heartfelt kindness, and smiles as kindly 
given, 

'Tis love towards each other would make this world like 
heaven." •* 

In Holland there are large parts of the 
country that are much below the level of the 
sea. The people in those parts build groat 
walls or banks of eai*th to keep the water from 
overflowing the country. These banks are 
called dykes ; which sometimes give way and 
then the water rushes in and overflows the land 
for miles away, destroying much property and 
many lives. One night a little boy, was return- 

*Mar he had of the Rov. W. B. Affleck, Holmfirth ; 
I^j-jco One Shilling, 
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ing home from a village to which he had been 
sent by his father. As he was walking along he 
saw a little hole in the dyke through which the 
water was beginning to run. The hole was so 
small that he could just cover it with his hand. 
He knew that if left until the morning the bank 
would be washed away, and the sea would rush 
through and drown all the village. So he 
resolved to stay there and keep his hand 
over the place, till somebody came up with 
whom he could send a message of danger to 
the villagers. There he took his stand on the 
bank, kept his hand over the hole, and waited 
patiently for some one to come. But no one 
came. The shades of evening gathered round : 
the darkness of night settled upon him : still 
no one came. Hour after hour passed slowly 
away, and there the brave lad stood manfully 
at his x)ost. In cold and darkness, wet, tired, 
and shivering, he stoutly pressed his hand 
against the dangerous place. All night he re- 
mained in that position. At last the morning 
dawned ; and a minister walking out to irL\xftA& 
the early breeze, heard a gro^n, ^xA V*'^'^^ 
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about to see from whence it came. " What 
are you doing there my child ! he asked, seeing 
the boy ; and surprised at his strange position. 
^^I am keeping the water back, sir, and 
saving the village from being drowned; " was 
the noble youth's reply, with lips so benumbed 
with cold that he could hardly speak. The 
astonished minister took his place, and sent 
him to tell the villagers. They came and 
stopped the breach. No damage was done — 
all was well. What a noble lad! What a 
real hero ! What blessed foot-prints these I 
He was willing to work hard, and long, 
and suffer much for the sake of doing 
good to others. Here is an example worthy 
of imitation in higher and better things. How 
may you secure the greatest good to yourself, 
parents, brothers, sisters, country and the 
world? The answer is plain, pointed and 
clear ; by doing all the good you can, doing it 
wherever you can, by treading in the footsteps 
of the Lord Jesus Christ, and thus following 
in the path of all the noble and the good. 
"As we have therefore opportunity.*' Here is 



\ 
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everyone's call to duty. " Let us do good unto 
all men." Here is everyone's ministerial 
function. There is a work for all to do. The 
work of getting good and doing good. This 
wonderful work of religion, like the air, per* 
meates and fills everything. If we are rightly 
influenced by it, it goes with us into the 
chamber, the field, the shop, the market place, 
the corn exchange, the drawing room, the 
cottage, the palace, the prison. Everywhere 
there are works of mercy that need to be done. 
And the work demands earnestness, quickness, 
promptitude. Look at Elijah on Carmel. 
How earnest he was in pleading for the rain. 
He had a work to do, and he did it with all 
his might. Look at Bramwell who usually 
spent six hours out of the twenty-four on hift 
knees pleading for himself, the circuit in 
which he laboured, and the country in which 
he lived. Look at John Knox, who wrestled 
so earnestly with God for his fellows, that he 
grasped the whole of Scotland in his prayer. 
He said ** Lord give me Scotland or I die." 
Oh ! there is a power in prayer. It is admitted 
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to he a power by all human consciousnGSS. 
Mary * Queen of Scots ' once said, " I fear the 
prayers of that man, John Knox, more than 
all the alien armies that can ever come against 
Ine." Is not this a royal tribute to the power 
of prayer wrung from the lips of a foe ? What 
deep feelings — earnest devotion — self denial — 
tears for sin — prayers for mercy, and struggles 
for souls were manifested by these men. How 
these things shame us ! How idle we are ! How 
we put off I We think other and better times 
will come, and so we neglect the present. To 
the Wise man's old philosophic axiom — 
" Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might; for there is no work, nor 
device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom in the 
grave, whither thou goest." 

*' See thousands dying at your side, 
Your brethren, kindred, friends at home ; 

See millions perishing afar, 
Haste, brethren 1 to the rescue come ! " 
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** In a moment shall they die, and the people 
shall be troubled at midnight, and pass away : 
a^d the mighty shall be taken away without 
hands." Job. 34 : 20. 

*• Like crowded forest trees we stand, 

And some are marked to fall ; 
The axe wUl smite at God's command, 

And soon will smite us all." 

** On this side, and on that, men see their friends drop 
off, like leaves in autumn." 

**In the midst of life we arc in death." 
Aaron died before the work about which he 
was so earnestly engaged was completed. His 
work in connection with Moses was to conduct 
the children of Israel through the wilderness to 
the Promised Land; and this work was un- 
finished when the summons came £q\: Isis. 
departure. Thus it is tViat W\e ^^^n^'^N.'^ ^^^ n'^'^ 
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the work goes on. Year after year the best 
friends of Zion are being taken &om our 
midst — ^gifted elders — ^pious members— devoted 
ministers are fast passing away to the house 
appointed for all living. We look around us, 
as age creeps on, and find that the companions 
of our youth are gone, noble forest trees, one by 
one have bowed to the axe ; *^ the place that once 
knew them, knows them no more." ** Our 
fathers, where are they? The prophets, do 
they live for ever ?'* 

** Help Lord, for the godly man ceaseth, and 
the faithful fail from among the children of 
men." Heaven is being enriched, but the 
spoils are being gathered from our fields. 
Often have we been heard to say that " earth's 
loss is heaven's gain." True enough, but is 
not heaven's gain, earth's loss ? and while so 
many precious lives are being taken from us ; 
should we not value more tenderly those that 
remain? some of them near the ripening. 
Above all should we not try to make our own 
lives more sublime, more gracious, and more 
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useful. " So teach us to number our days, 
that we may apply our [hearts unto wisdom." 

" Afford as so mnch wit, 
That as the world serves as, we may serve Thee 
And both thy servants he." 

That so many of the great and good 
are frequently taken very suddenly from 
us, in the midst of their moral, intellectual, 
useful and holy work, and in the midst of 
their days, while the wicked often live on to a 
bad old age, is to us a profound mystery aiid 
we can only find relief in the following passage 
of Scripture ; " What I do thou knowest not ^ 
now ; but thou shalt know hereafter.'* 

** Blind nnhelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 
God is his own interpreter, 
And he wiU make it plain." 

Dr. Ealeigh remarks with regard to some of 
those good and precious lives, ** they stand out 
in singular grandeur and beauty, like higher 
Alps among the mountains which first catch the 
radiance of morning, and last keep the soft ef- 
fulgence of the evening hour. ** Ther^ v^ <«ss^ 
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glory of the sun, and another glory of the moon, 
and another glory of the stars ;" and when a sun- 
like course is finished, and a mountain life 
bows down to the vale of death, in the hour of 
the catastrophe we can but walk softly in the 
gloom, and sorrow with a feeling we can neither 
explain nor resist, because so much simplicity 
and nobleness have left us, although we know 
that they have been carried up to heaven. 
*' The salt" has not *'lost its savour," but it 
is removed and changed into sweet fragrance 
amid the perfections of the church above." 

*^ We are not surprised," says Dr. Thomas; 
when an old tree, though prolific in its day, 
dies ; for it dies by the law of decay. Nor are 
we surprised that an unfruitful tree should be 
cut down, for it is a cumbercr of the ground ; 
but we are astonished that a tree with its 
branches full of sap, with its boughs laden with 
fruit, v/ith thousands rej)osing under its shadow, 
should be struck with the thunderbolt from 
heaven." " Thy path, God, is in the great 
waters, and thy footsteps not known." Should 
j3o^ both the sinner and the saint x^TOLexsiWY 
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that death comes unexpected and the arrow is 
still unseen that strikes tlu'ough the heart. 

*' We know when moons shall wane, 

When summer birds from far shall cross the sea ; 
When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain, 

But who shall teach us when to look for thee ? 

Is it when spring's first gale 

Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 
Is it when roses on our path grow pale ? 

They have one season — all are ours to die ! 

Thou art where billows foam ; 

Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 
Thou art around us in our peaceful home ; 

And the world calls us forth — and thou art there. 

Thou art where friend meets friend. 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the prince's crest ! 

Leaves have their time to fall 

And flowers to wither at the north winds breath. 
And stars to set— but all. 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Oh ! Death." 

** Therefore be ye also ready : for in such an 
hour as ye think not the Son of man cometh." 
Christ has the key of death suspended at liis 
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girdle. None can enter among the immortaLs 
until Christ for him shall have turned the key. 
None can stay among the mortals after that 
key has been turned upon him. And as the 
key may be turned at any possible hour, how 
important it is that we should get ready and 
keep ready for its turning. We know not 
** what a day nor an hour may bring forth." 
There may be the sudden burst, the instant 
call, the midnight cry, " Behold, the Bride- 
groom Cometh." Personal piety is the needful 
requisite for useful living and happy dying. 
Dear reader let no pressing engagement prevent 
your urgent application for the saving mercy of 
God, for the grace of life, for the Spirit's power, 
the Holy Ghost. Without Him in the heart 
the world is a blank, life a burden, the Bible a 
sealed book,and ordinances tasteless and insipid 
Nothing can by any possibility compensate 
for His absence. " God giveth his Holy Spirit 
to them that ask him." Thus may you attain 
to knowledge, faith, experience, and be prepar- 
ed for the homecall, and enter with the children 
Into our ^'Fatbefa House." 
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Is there not in this age of companies and 
committees some danger of losing ourselves in 
the great firm of humanity. But when we 
come to life's last hour we shall find out our 
own isolation. How lonely the soul seems 
then! Eeader, you and I will have to die 
soon. There may be weeping eyes, and anxious 
broken hearts; but we shall die alone — one 
last lingering look, and then we shall go alone 
into the midst of the tremendous realities of 
eternity and stand alone before God. How 
happy, when last shall come to last, if we can 
say with the Kev. John Welsh, of London, 
Minister of Crown Street Chapel, who was very 
popular because of his earnestness and zeal for 
the truth as it is in Jesus. When he was 
dying Dr. Leifchild went to see him, and he 
said to him, ** Do you know me sir "? ** Yes,'* 
he replied. "Now my friend what is your 
hope "? He looked at the Doctor in the most 
earnest and solemn manner, and with lifted 
eyes and outstretched arms, he said — " Christ 
in the Divinity of his nature, C\ms!»^» xsj^ '^^ 
perfection of his atoiiem^Ti\», C?mc\&V» \sx "^^^ 
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prevalence of his intercession, and Christ in 
the love of his heart, and in the strength of 
his arm, is the rock on which I rest." Those 
who are thus resting on the ^* Eock of Ages," 
need not fear the loneliness of dying. But in 
the touching words of Mary Leslie, of Calcutta, 
in her *^ Heart Echoes from the East " may say. 

♦' They are gathering homeward from every land 

One by one, 
As their weary feet touch the shining strand 

One by one, 
Their brows are enclosed in a golden crown, 
Their travel- stained garments are all laid down, 
And clothed in white raiment they rest on the mead. 
Where the Lamb loveth His chosen to lead, 

One by one. 

" Before they rest they pass through the strife 

One by one, 
Through the waters of death they enter life 

One by one, 
To some are the floods of the river still 
As they ford on their way to the heavenly hill, 
To others the waves run fiercely and wild, 
Yet all reach the home of the Undefiled 

One by one. 

" We too shall come to that river side 

One by one. 
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Wo are nearer its waters each eventide 

One by one, 
We can liear the noise and dash of the stream 
Now and again through onr life's dee|> dream, 
Sometimes the floods all the banks o^^rfloW) 
Sometimes in ripples the small waves go 

One by one. 

** Jesns t Redeemer I we look to Thee 

One by one, 
We lift np onr voices tremblingly 

One by one» 
The waves of the river are dark and cold, 
We know not the spots where onr feet may hold \ 
Thon who didst pass through in deep midnight, 
Strengthen as, send us the staff and the light, 

One by one. 

** Plant Thon Thy feet beside as wc tread 

One by one. 
On Thee let us lean each drooping head 

One by one, 
Let but Thy strong arm around us be twined, 
We shall cast all our fears and cares to the wind. 
Saviour ! Redeemer ! with Thee full in view. 
Smilingly, gladsomely, shall we pass through, 

One by one." 
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** Herein is that saying true, one sowetli and 
another reapeth. I sent you to reap that 
whereon ye bestowed no labour : other men 
laboured, and ye are entered into their labours** 

St. John, 4:37, 38. 

*' Go labour on ! spend and be spent, 
Thy joy to do thy Father's will ; 
It is the way the Master went, 
Should not the servant Iread it still. 

Go labour on, — while it is day ; 
The long dark night Is hastening on : 
Speed, speed thy work 1 — Up from thy sloth I 
It is not thus that souls are won." 

Aaron dies, but there is Eleazer standing by 
his side ready to step into his place and travel 
on. Men are never exactly reproduced. The 
world has never seen another man exactly like 
the first High-priest of Israel. Next to Moses 
Ifie was the most brilliant man of his time* 
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His talent for public speaking seems to have 
been of the highest possible order. He was a 
man of rare grace and gifts, and he has left 
his mark deeply impressed on the Hebrew 
Commonwealth. God said; **My servant 
Aaron, whom I have chosen can speak well." 
Here we suspect, was precisely the great secret 
of his power. It were easy enough, to fancy 
that he was no empty declaimer of trite com- 
mon-places, bald platitudes, and hackneyed 
phrases — ^passing them off in a lively manner, 
but with an awfully loud voice. He would not 
be likely to gain his popularity in that way. 
He was evidently a great preacher — and there 
must have been something very imcommon 
about his speeches. On this point we have 
the clear and distinct testimony of the Word 
of God. **He could speak well." And no 
doubt the common people heard him gladly. 
We suspect that the vast majority of Chapel- 
goers and sermon hearers to day do not want 
fine words, close reasoning, deep philosophy, 
metaphysical abstractions, elaborate compo- 
sitions or profound learning. But tha^ ^^>s>^ 
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great plainne^B of speech. They delight in 
simple ideas, forcible illustrations, direct 
appeals to the heart and conscience, short 
sentences, fervent, loving earnestness of man- 
ner. He who possesses such qualifications 
will seldom preach to empty pews. He who 
posssesses them in a high degree may be fairly 
regarded as a popular preacher. A plain 
ministry full of the Lord Jesus Christ is 
exactly the sort of ministry that we should 
expect God to bless. Christ-honouring ser- 
nions are just the sermons the Holy Ghost 
seals — and which are attended now as in old 
days, " with signs following." We want well 
beaten oil for the service of the sanctuary. 
Take an illustration from the life of Thomas 
Collins, by the Ilev. Samuel Coley. *'He gave 
himself unto prayer. Wood and lonely way- 
side became closets. In such exercises time 
flew unheeded. Once, going by invitation to 
dine at a certain place, he stopped amid the 
solitary crags to pray, and heaven so met him 
there, that hours elapsed unconsciously, and 
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with dif&oulty he met the guests for tea with 
whom he should have dined. 

Strong in the might of such baptisms, he 
became bold to declare the cross, and willing 
to bear it. His fidelity, his determination to 
let none rest who would not come to Christ, 
made him too much like a living conscience 
for worldly people to feel him very welcome. 
Homes were therefore closed against him, and 
helps and hospitalities formerly given, in some 
cases refused. He writes, " All who do so, get 
entered on my throne of grace list. God, 
convert them ! that is the requital I wish." 
He passed no wayfarer without a word, no 
homestead without leaving a tract; saw no 
sin without rebuke ; left no company without a 
blessing. Like the Master, ** he went about 
doing good." None were too low : he writes, 
**I had a round of prayer with a beggar." 
None were too distant : '* I walked ten miles 
over the moors to see a dying man." 

Amid his labours he says : ** My soul grows. 
I love God more than ever. My whole being 
is pledged to Hinj ; my Vfhple^ tvxcL^b ^xc^^'^^^V 
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for liim. God descend upon this Circuit : 
in saving power come down." 

The sanctuary therefore is not the only place 
in which a minister's work lies. The remarks of 
Chrysostom on this subject in his book on the 
Priesthood, are as appHcable now as when 
they were first penned. '^ In military engage- 
ments," he says ; ** One man undeiH:akes one 
duty, but it is not so here. In this war the 
same man must be an archer and a slinger ; 
command a brigade, and lead a company; serve 
in the ranks and be general-in-chief ; fight on 
foot and on horse back, at sea and on the 
ramparts." There are many things which de- 
mand the pastor's oversight. Sabbath and 
Day Schools — Chapels and Missions, fresh 
enterprises are to be organised and old ground 
to be maintained — strangers to be looked after, 
members to be visited, the sick to be consoled, 
the lukewarm and erring to be reclaimed, and 
the ordinary circuit work to be done besides, 
in a manner becoming the Church with which 
the minister may be identified. Question, 
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** who is sufficient for these things *'? Answer, 
** our sufficiency is of God.'* 

And then, on many men, too, the use of the 
pen is as clearly imperative as the use of the 
tongue. To write is the completement of their 
life-workj We hold that Jeremiah Dodsworth*s 
life-work would have been incomplete without 
the '* Better Land," *' T;]iq Eden Family," and 
** Messiah's many Cro-svns." He was moved 
by an impression from which he could never 
get away, to write and publish those books. 
Hence the world is now receiving the benefit 
of his closet studies. Thus classes may be 
reached that are necessaiily far beyond the 
minister's voice. 

'* Lord, what my taleuts are, I cannot tell, 
Till thou shall give me grace to use them well ; 
That grace impart : the hliss wiU then be mine, 
But all the power and all the glory thine." 

The Eev. D. MaccoU, has published a report 
** Among the Masses : or work in the Wynds 
of Glasgow." Among various wise remarks 
in this report, there is so good a description of 
the qualifications reqTua\tQ\>QV>rca.^^^i^^'^^^^ 
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evangelist in any neighbourhood, that we can- 
not refrain from transcribing it. **The man 
that would have even a probability of success, 
requires to combine most opposite extremes of 
character. He must be kind, and yet some- 
times seem cold, that he may sympathize with 
the needy, and be proof against the c*.esigning. 
Frank and open, that the most timid may 
approach, and speak without stammering ; and 
yet of sufficient firmness not to descend below 
the level of Christian manhood. With a firm 
grasp of the guiding principles of life, and of 
the great truths of the Gospel, he should be 
able with simplicity and point, in plain and 
earnest language, to speak to the heart. 

Besides all this there is need of readiness in 
resources, and a quickness to seize on oppor- 
tunities which occur but once to most men, 
fvud by their appearance test a man's fitness 
for his place and time. He should have a 
ready sympathy with all pure delights ; and, 
while sensitive to all that is most beautiful 
and good, should not be too easily driven fron^ 
duty by the reverse. He should be able to 
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awaken sometimes in dreary dens of vice a 
yearning for the sanctities of home ; and amid 
the dinginess and dirt of unswept courts, and 
the stifling air of unventilated rooms, beneath 
a dark leaden sky that looks on no verdure 
and ripens no bloom, he should be able easily 
to recall thoughts, as if newly gathered from 
the haunts of summer, and make some desolate 
heart feel as if he camp from Araby the Blest, 
with its odours still lingering about him," 
As we read such a sketch of the kind of men 
needed for succesful toil, on a large scale, 
amongst the thousands of people massed to- 
gether in all our large towns, we are reminded 
very forcibly of the words of the Lord Jesus : 
**The harvest truly is plenteous, but the 
labourers are few. Pray ye therefore the Lord 
of the harvest, that he will send forth labourers 
into his harvest." Now when a popular min- 
ister, missionary, or author dies, the question 
invariably started is — Who will supply his 
place ? And the best possible answer may be 
given in one word — Providence, Divine Provi- 
dence had a m^n exactly fitted, t.^ Xjjfe'^sjL^^^^k^^ 
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Aaron left off. And this has ever been the 
case from the beginning. ** Another man to 
take the colours *' — rang in the old battle cry ; 
" Behind the mountains there are people to be 
found " — says a wise German proverb ; when 
God wants a man for any special purpose He 
knows where to find him. "Whenever was 
there a great work to do and no worker ready 
to do it ? He is ever getting men ready to 
turn the world upside down. Storm, tempest, 
trial, temptation, sorrow and bereavement, are 
all God's great instruments engaged in training 
and teaching and getting men ready to do the 
work which the times require to be done. The 
hour calls for the man and the man comes to 
the hour. The time came for the Gospel to 
be preached to every creature. A pioneer was 
wanted ; and strange to say a man who used 
to have a most narrow heart, a Hebrew of the 
Hebrews — belonging to the straitest of his 
sect — has undergone such a marvellous change 
of heart, of plans, motives and schemes that 
he is quite prepared for the work. And 
from the lipa ot Paul were 'first heard th© 
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glorious words, " God hath made of one blood 
all nations of men for to dwell on all the face 
of the earth. The time came for the be- 
ginning of the Reformation in England. And 
that solemn and important occasion elicited 
the sleeping strength of one John Wycliffe by 
name — The hour brought the man. One made 
of the right sort of stuff. Wycliffe was no 
mystic, no sentimentalist, but a clear-headed 
practical Englishman, with a calm soul, pure 
as a star, sound as a bell — a brave Anglo-Saxon 
just fitted to do revival work in hard rough 
times. Tindal was an author and wrote stir- 
ring books — Latimer was a powerful and 
attractive preacher — Hooper was pre-eminently 
a martyr : but John Wycliffe was all three. 
Truly he was a ** burning and shining light in 
a dark place." The time came for Popery to 
receive a blow from which it was never able 
to recover. And away in Germany the son of 
a poor miner was raised up to do a work, that 
should make priests, emperors, and nuncios 
quake for very fear. The hour brought out 
Martin Luther — a brave, aie^^owXi ^cyoi^ \i^icccL^ 
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Ills stand on the Bible, with his ^* God help 
me " — and preaching with the boldness of a 
lion to the people — ^the ** flaming iconoclast,** 
"the solitary monk that shook the world;" 
"and Popery*' says the Rev. C. Garrett; 
" has never rallied from the blow which that 
solitary Monk's arm then gave her. The time 
came when Formalism was to receive a mighty 
shaking — that she should feel until she had 
ceased to exist. And God had a champion 
ready to strike at Formalism — a man who is 
said once to have declared that he should have 
thought it almost a sin to be converted out of 
Church. But the master wanted him ; and he 
laid his hand upon John Wesley, and said, ' I 
have need of thee.' And out from Oxford he 
came — Old land-marks were stepped over^- 
partition walls were broken down — ^puny men 
weut up to him and complained "You are 
coming intp my Parish" — " The world," said 
he 5 " is niy Parish," And this great parish 
is being rapidly filled with the Gospel doctrinoa 
of the old parent stock and of the various 
branches of Metbodisn^, The tii^e came when 
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the rusty gates of India were to be tlirown 
open to receive the Gospel more fully : and 
away in a little village in Northamptonshire 
was a man who toiled hard at his humble 
trade to get bread for his family, and who em- 
ployed his leisure hours in looking over a map 
of the world; and the great heart within 
yearning over the " dark places of the earth, 
which were full of the habitations of cruelty." 
**God laid his hand on William Carey — ^the 
man whom Sydney Smith described as the 
Consecrated Cobbler *; and said — ** I have need 
of thee." His own friends said of him although 
he could make two shoes, he could never make 
a pair. Yet there were hundreds and thou- 
sands of bare feet in India to be " shod with 
the preparation of the Gospel of peace " — and 
William Carey was the man to do it. He said 
to his friends — " Take hold of the rope, while 
I go down into the mine " — and he went down 
and brought up pearls which will for ever gem 
the Saviour's many Crowns. In whole, or in 
part, he translated the Bible into fifty different 
languages and thus mad^ ^Jaa ^x^^ ^^ ^S^&fe. 
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accesLble to millions. We think of Pldlan- 
thropy wanting a man and we see Wilberforce, 
whose soul is filled with heavenly beneficence. 
One day writing his ** Practical View" of 
religion among the upper classes; the next 
day closeted with "William Allen, and Clarkson, 
on the slave-traffic ; anon addressing a Bible- 
meeting in Exeter Hall, and then groping with 
Elizabeth Fry through the horrors of Newgate 
prison, — ^his life was like the long clear sun- 
shine of a summer's day, warming and 
gladdening all beneath its genial influence. 
And so we might go on to enlarge to an almost 
indefinite extent showing the constant accession 
of New Foot-prints, the real Apostolic Succession. 
We see a distinguished labourer leaving the 
field; but we soon see another taking his 
place — a warrior putting off the harness, but 
another putting it on — ^EUjah haK way to 
heaven, but Elisha stronger than ever on the 
earth, Aaron gathered to his people, but 
Eleazer robed in his priestly vestments — 
Moses dying on Pisgah, but Joshua leading on 
the armies of Israel — Paul the aged ready to be 
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offered up but young Timothy grasping the 
red-cross banner — each doing the work of God 
while to him it is day, and when the night 
Cometh leaving the work to another — As 

** They pass us on tlieir way 
To glory and immortality." 

We need not therefore even question the 
progress of Divine truth in the world. We 
have good reason to hope that God will take 
care of his Church. We see Missionaries die 
in the field, and Ministers die in the Church ; 
but we likewise see that ample compensations 
are supplied in God's providence, even when 
labours of the greatest efficiency are ended, 
and we are called to mourn the loss of a dis- 
tinguished life . We are deeply sensible of the loss 
which we from time to time sustain ; we mourn 
over so much departed worth. Let us come 
now in our sorrow to meet God's unutterable 
love. Let us continue in prayer and suppli- 
cation imtil we are more and more endued 
with power from on high. 
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But on the other hand Qod can do without 
any particular instrument. He can lay the 
best of them aside and yet carry on his cause. 
This should certainly teach us to be humble. 
"How disposed, we are;" says a popular 
writer, — '*to fancy that we are important 
persons in the world — ^that the world could 
ill spare us I We may sometimes even suppose 
that there Would be a pause in the world's pro- 
gress if we were called away. Ah ! my friend 
that is all a mistake ; the world can do without 
thee. Very few men will pause when they 
hear of thy death. Very few will talk about 
it, and fewer still will go to thy grave and drop 
a tear. The world can do without thee. Thou 
art not at all important. Thou art but a blade 
in the field, the landscape will bloom without 
thee. Thou art but a drop in the ocean, the 
mighty billows will not miss thee. Thy great 
question should be, how so to live, how so to 
act, how so to spend thy life, that when the 
last hour shall come, God may say unto thee, 
" Well done, good and faithful servant, enter 
thou into the joy of thy Lord," J)ear reader 
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are you prepared for the coming of your Lord ? 
Are you saved? If not, make haste. Why 
will you die ? Your soul is precious. Eternity 
is near. ** As though God did beseech you by 
us, we pray you in Christ's stead, be ye recon- 
ciled to God. For he hath made him to be 
sin for us, who knew no sin, that we might be 
made the righteousness of God in him." 

Haste, traveUer, haste t the night comes on, 
And many a shining honr is gone ; 
The stonn is gathering in the ij^est 
And thou art far from home and rest : 

Haste, traveUer, haste 1 

! far from home thy footsteps stray, — 
Christ is the life, and Christ the way ; 
And Christ the light. Yon setting sun 
Sinks ere the morn is scarce hegnn : 

Haste, traveller, haste t 

The rising tempest sweeps the sky. 
The rains descend, the winds are high ; 
The waters swell, and death and fear 
Beset thy path, no refnge near : 

Haste, traTeUer, haste I 

! yes, a shelter yon may gain, 
A covert from the wind and rain,— 
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A hiding-place, a rest, a home. — 
A refnge from the wrath to come. 

Haste, traveller, haste ! 

Then linger not in all the plain ; 
Flee for thy life, the mountain gain ; 
Look not hehind, make no delay ; 
O speed thee, speed thee on thy way : 

Haste, traveller, haste ! 

Poor, lost, henighted soul ! art thou 
Willing to find salvation now ? 
There yet is hope, hear mercy's call, — 
Truth, life, light, way, in Christ is all ! 

Haste, traveller, haste I 



Dr. H, Bonar. 
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**Tlie righteous is taken away from the 
evil to come. He shall enter into peace ! 
They shall rest in their beds." Isaiah 57.1, 2. 

*' Go thou in peace : our eyes grow dim, 
Impnlsiyely we lean, 
To keep aside the seraphim 
Who crowding come between. 

Yet go in peace : we striying, still 
The bitter rising cry, 
Depart thou first to rest ; we mil 
Be with thee by-and-by,^* 

Moses and Aaron were told that they must 
part company. Aaron the elder, must die 
first, but Moses, likely enough, would not be 
long after him — so that it is only for a while, 
a little while, that they would be parted. The 
worth of the departing soul in one sense, 
measures the loss sustained by those remaining. 
It is true there are strong ^Qx^^O^ia^kwisi* '^se^ 
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compensations in Divine providence, but even 
the Christian consolations, even "life and 
immortality brought to light** cannot drink 
up all the heart's sorrow in the hour of separa- 
ting death. We cry with truth, but yet in 
tears, " death, where is thy sting ? grave, 
where is thy victory?" "Yea in all these 
things we are more than conquerors,** but we 
are conquerors with bleeding wounds and 
scars of the conflict in us. "When a dear life 
is taken from the near presence of our own 
life, no antidote of reasoning, nor cordial of 
promise even, can make us oblivious of the 
loss. In the moment of most entire submission 
and most exultant faith, we feel the papg of 
separation : our affections grope and wander 
uneasily in the vacancy that has been made, 
and return home companionless and sorrowing: 
we are awed by the voiceless room, the vacant 
chair affects us with sadness ; every relic and 
memorial of the life that is ended tells us that 
it is ended indeed. The dear departed live in 
the chambers of the soul. "We see their 
lovely forms, hear their sweet voices, feel theii* 



SANDS OF TIME. 71 

tender touch, almost gtasp their hands. Love 
photographs them in the heart." "When there- 
fore a dear life is taken, the life that is left 
must suffer: and since so it is, we come, 
through ** many a winding maze " to conclude 
that thus it ought to be. ** Shall not the 
Judge of all the earth do right "? '* Now we 
see through a glass darkly" — and in our 
ignorance and blind unbelief, we are too apt 
to arraign the rectitude of the Divine procedure, 
exclaiming. How unaccountable this dealing ! 
How baffling this mystery ! "Where is now my 
God ? ** This sickness why prolonged ? This 
thorn in the flesh, why still buffeting ? — This 
family blank — why permitted ? "Why the most 
treasured and useful life taken — ^the blow aimed 
where it cut most severely and levelled lowest ? 
Hush the secret Atheism! — for the day is 
coming when we shall see Him as He is I " — 
"When every dark hieroglyphic in the Roll of 
Providence, will be made plain and clear. 
"When what are called ** dark providences " — 
** untoward calamities " — ** strokes of mis- 
fortune " — ** unmitigated ersX.^" — ^swi^^ 
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sorrows, crosses, losses, adversity, sickness, — 
the emptied cup, the withered gourd, the 
lingering illness, the early grave, the useful 
lives taken, blossoms prematurely plucked, 
spiritual props removed — benevolent schemes 
blown upon — over all these will not this grand 
motto be written as in characters of living 
light — which may be read on anguished pil- 
lows — aching hearts, aye, on the very portals of 
the tomb itself — "This also comeih from the 
Lord of hostSf who is wonderful in counsel and 
excellent in working.*' Let us **be still and 
know that he is God." " We know " says the 
apostle, that all things work together for good 
to them that love God, to them who are called 
according to his purpose." We do not always 
see the bright light in the clouds, but it " shall 
come to pass that at Evening Time it shall be 
Light !" Child of sorrow ! Mourning over the 
with-drawal of some beloved object of earthly 
a£fection ; dry thy tears ; an early death has 
been an early crown I The tie sundered here 
links thee to the throne of God. Thou hast a 
brother, a sister, a child, in heaven ! Thou 
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art the relative of a ransomed saint. "He 
shall enter" (he has entered) **into peace!" 
the rest which ^^remainethl'' We can only 
see one side of a Christian's death — the setting 
side, the expiring hreath, the vanishing life, 
the still cool chamber. We cannot see the 
risings on the other side — the angel convoy, 
heaven's open gate, the Saviour's welcome of 
the rapt spirit. Yet it is none the less real. 
Death to the Christian is a birth into life — a 
life more real, more sweet, more calm, more 
pure than could be enjoyed on earth. " The 
ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come 
to Sion with songs, and everlasting joy upon 
their heads; they shall obtain joy and gladness, 
and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.'* 
** Beloved! think it not strange concerning 
the ^^rt/ trial which is to try you, but re- 
joice !" Soon you shall hear the sweet chimes 
wafted from the towers of the heavenly 
Jerusalem, ** Enter into the joy of your Lord !" 
" The Lord God shall wijoe away all tears from off 
all faces!" Christian Mourner! go not to the 
grave to weep there. The da^oxxx^x ^c>sS5s.\i^ 
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devoured t The resurrection shall restore to 
you all that death snatches away. And then, 
Oh ! joyous hope, " death shall be swallowed 
up of life." Glorious day — the great Easter 
of creation f the Sabbatic mom f the Jubilee of 
a triumphant Church ! '* Blessed and holy is 
he that hath part in the first resurrection f ** 

** Ye sit bj the hearth in the cold, bright spring weather 
At evening, and hear the birds chiming together ; 
And je say, * Happy singers 1 * forgetting the trees 
Are leafless, and keen winds hold back o*er the seas 
The swaUow, blithe comer ; 

Yet summer is coming for ns as for these, — A long 
Bommer." 




— :o: — 

** When thou passest through the waters, I 
will be with thee ; and through the rivers, they 
shall not overflow thee." Isaiah, 43 ; 2. 

** When by oar bed the loved ones weep, 
And deatb-dews o^er the forehead creep, 
And vain is help or hope from men ; — 
Jesus our Lord ! receive ns then." 

Sabbath Chimes, 

** Now I further saw that betwixt the pilgrims 
and the gate of the City, was a river; but there 
was no bridge to go over, and the river was 
very deep. At the sight of this river the 
pilgrims were much stunned; but, the men 
that went with them, said; *You must go 
through, or you cannot come at the gate.' 
The pilgrims then began to inquire if there 
was no other way to the gate ? To which they 
answered ' Yes ; but ttieie \i«i3cL u^H* ws^> ^'^^ 
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two, Enoch and Elijah been permitted to tread 
that path, since the foundation of the world, 
nor shall until the last trumpet shall sound.' 
The pilgrims then began to despond in their 
minds, and looked this way and that, but Ho 
way could be found by them, by which they 
might escape the river." * 

How true and touching is this description. 
There is no way from this world to that but 
through the river. Whether men go to glory 
or to gloom they have to ford its depths. 
There is no way of reaching the Celestial City 
without crossing the narrow stream of death. 
When the summons for our departure arrives, 
we must enter the deep dark waters. None 
can disregard the call, nor choose any other 
mode of transit. But it is given to the 
Christian pilgrim to hear the voice of the Good 
Shepherd sounding like sweet music in the 
intervals of storm — ** It is I, be not afraid ! " 
** Fear not, I am He that liveth, and was dead, 
and behold I am alive for evermore ! " He 
** can open the gate beautiful in any part of 

• PilgrimB^ ProgreaB. 
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the earth or sea. He can set up the mystic 
ladder, the top of which reaches to heaven, in 
the loneliest island, at the farthest ends of the 
earth." He can give you to hear some touches 
of richest music, and feel some waftings of 
balmiest air. It has even seemed to some of 
the pilgrims that their very names were called ; 
and then with new thrill in gs of the inner sense 
they have joyfully answered and said, "We 
are coming ; we are coming home ! " Thus 
with regard to the home-coming of death- 
released souls — is not the king of terrors 
greatly lightened in this very way ? Has not 
Christ ** destroyed him that had the power of 
death ? that is, the devil ; and delivered them 
who through fear of death, were all their life- 
time subject to bondage." 

*' Shudder not to pass the stream, 
Venture all thy care on him, 
Him whose dying love and power 
Stilled its tossing, hnshed its roar. 
Not one ohject of his care, 
Ever suffered shipwreck there ; 
See the haven full in view ; 
Lore Divine 8haU l)««x l\x^^ \X£t^'^<^« 
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But as we near the banks of the river, the 
prospect of parting with beloved relatives and 
friendB is sometimeB deeply affecting. It was 
a touching scene in ancient Israel — ** When 
all the congregation saw that Aaron was dead, 
they mourned for him thirty days." We can 
scarcely wonder at their weeping. It would be 
hardly possible for them to do otherwise : 
when they remembered the great loss they 
had sustained in the death of Aaron. If they 
could not shed tears for their High-priest — 
Mediator, Minister, and Orator — for whom 
could they weep ? Oh there is a luxuiy in 
tears. The tears of tenderness are the jewelry 
of our humanity. The man who never sheds 
a tear is by no means to be envied. Have we 
not heard of the weeping Saviour ? Reader 
turn aside and see this great sight. The 
Creator of all worlds in tears. Jesus icept! 
And those tears formed one of the most 
touching episodes in sacred story. Looking 
along the line of coming years, the Saviour 
2iad before Him the bereaved oi «XV %.%fe^ — ^^ 
Picture gallery oi \he world's adorns \i^«^^— 
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a far and wide spread view of all the deserted 
chambers, vacant seats and open graves down 
to the end of time. Therefore, weeping be- 
liever, thine anguished heart was included in 
the Saviour's tear drops. Many a desolate 
mourner over departed worth has derived 
much comfort from the fact that " Jestis wept" 
We should listen solemnly to providential ad- 
monitions; but let us not refuse to be 
comforted. We have somewhere read of a 
minister who at a Funeral Service, most beauti- 
fully set forth this truth in a parable. He 
spoke as follows : — "A certain nobleman had a 
spacious garden, which he left to the care of a 
faithful servant, whose delight it was to train 
the creepers along the trellis, to water the 
seeds in time of drought, to support the stalks 
of the tender plants, and to do every work 
which could render the garden a Paradise of 
flowers. One morning he rose with joy, ex- 
pecting to tend his beloved flowers, and hoping 
to find his favourites increased in beauty. To 
his surprisey he found one^ oi \i^^ ^w^rj^ 
beauties rent from its ^\»©m, ^aS.^ \^^5«s^^ 



80 FOOT-PRINTS ON THE 

around him, he missed from every bed the 
pride of his garden, the most precious of his 
blooming flowers. Full of grief and anger, he 
hurried to his fellow servants and demanded 
who had thus robbed him of his treasures. 
They had not done it, and he did not charge 
them with it ; but he found no solace for his 
grief till one of them remarked : " My Lord 
was walking in the garden this morning, and 
I saw him pluck the flowers and carry them 
away." Then truly he found he had no cause 
for his trouble. He felt it was well that his 
master had been pleased to take his own, and 
he went away, smiling at his loss, because his 
Lord had taken them." " So " said the 
preacher, turning to the mourners; "You 
have lost one whom you regarded with much 
tender affection. The bonds of endearment 
have not availed for her retention upon earth. 
I know your wounded feelings, when instead 
of the lovely form which was the embodiment 
of all that is excellent and amiable, you 
behold nothing but ashes onQi e,oTx:>oc^\ASiTL. 
-Bu^ remember my beloye4, IVift ^ox^ ^^^ 
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done it ; He hath removed the tender mother, 
the affectionate wife, the inestimable friend. 
I say again, remember your Lord has done it. 
Therefore do not murmur, or yield yourselves 
to an excess of grief." We may not be able to 
understand it at present — ^but one day we shall 
come to find that even our very trials, af- 
flictions, and bereavements are as God's most 
blessed angels: — ministering spirits " sent forth 
to minister to them who are heirs of salvation.**^ 
And we are by no means rightly " exercised," 
if those things do not make us more trustful, 
loving and true, and thus more fit to meet 
again our glorified friends from whom we have 
been separated now. " They will not return 
to us," but if by the parting a purer tone be 
given to our whole life, and we are more and 
more prepared for ** going to them," all will be 
well. They seem to say to us, ** Haste and 
come away to these delightful regions ? Little 
did we conceive of these glories while we 
sojourned with you." The veil is removed 
from their sight and ttie \\^\» oi \L^w^'e^^ ^"^ 
effulgent, and clear, and g\ox\o^x^>^s^^^^'^^'^ 
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their souls now. Heaven's sublime beauties 
gleam before their unclouded vision now. 
Heaven's joyous music of the new song sweeps 
over their enraptured ears now — ^for as pilgrims 
they have passed away from the winter to the 
summer residence, from one of the outlying 
provinces up to the near and central home — 
even to the ** Many Mansions," which Jesus 
has gone to prepare. Oh, sweet sleep of death 
that has such a grand awaking ! Happy close 
of life's day — if at the close we are safely 
brought within the portals of that house, 
whence we shall go out no more for ever. 
** In my Father's house are many mansions, 
if it were not so, I would have told you." Cold 
and dull must the heart be that does not 
quiver with delight at these words. Oh, what 
a wonderful place Heaven must be! How 
wonderful for its vastness and magnitude. 
People have been going into it for well nigh 
six thousand years. Infants, believers, devout 
heathens possibly, accepted in a Saviour whose 
name they have never heard. Thus, " a great 
multitude which no man eeuld number/' has 
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been passing in ceaseless procession to the 
happy regions beyond. And still there is room. 
There is no crowding in God's infinite do- 
minion. There is room enough for all who 
are washed in Christ's blood, renewed by 
Christ's Spirit, and who hold Chiist as the 
Head, and as the Prophet, Priest, and King — 
although they may not always have been able 
to see eye to eye on matters of minor import- 
ance. There is room for Calvinists and 
Arminians, room for Episcopalians and Pres- 
byterians, room for Thomas Cranmer and 
John Bunyan, room for John Knox and 
George Herbert, room for John Wesley and 
George "Whitfield, room for Henry Martyn and 
Dr. Judson, room for Edward Bickersteth and 
for Kobert M'Cheyne, room for Chalmers of 
Edinburgh, and for Daniel Wilson of Calcutta, 
room for Charles Hadden Spurgeon, of London, 
and for William Morley Punshon of Toronto. 
Yes ! thank God, our Father's house is wonder- 
ful for its size. There is room in it for all who 
are true-hearted believers in the Lord Jesus 
Christ. <*K it were not so,'* he says — **I 
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would have iold you : <* I go to prepare a plac^ 
for you." 

Dear reader you may even now feel that 
your pilgrimage is drawing to a close, it may 
be shortly. Are your prospects hopeful for 
that Better Country? that higher life — ^the 
glorious life above. One day a little boy was 
walking in the fields with his Mother. He 
looked up to the sky, and said; *'0 Mother 
heaven is so far off, I'm afraid I shall never 
get there ! " ** My dear," said she, " Heaven 
must come to ils, before we can go to it." He 
could scarcely understand what she meant. 
Then she told him of the words of the Lord 
Jesus — " If any man love me. My Father will 
love him, and we will come unto him, and maJce 
our abode with him,'* 

*' Tis where Thou art, is heaven to me, 
And heaven toithout Thee^ cannot he.'* 

. ** Heaven must come to us " before we are 

prepared for the home going. Let us live 

right, and there is no power in the universe 

can make us die wrong. CViwc«i»c\»et ^^\»^Tca!ccifts^ 

^lie end. •Tulius Ceaeax 4x^9^ ^«v^^\ivxvi^ ^^^ 
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robes, that they might fall gracefully. Au- 
gustus died in a compliment to Livia, his wife ; 
Tiberius in dissimulation ; Vespasian in a jest. 
The infidel Hume died with pitiful jokes about 
his dog and his boat ; Voltaire with mingled 
imprecations and prayers of mockery ; Paine 
with shrieks of agony and remorse. Others of 
the same party have died with sullenness, 
some with blasphemies faltering on their 
tongue. Hear Lamartine sketching the death- 
scenes of the atheistic heroes and heroines of 
the French Kevolution. 

** See Mirabeau on his death-bed. 'Crown 
me with flowers,' said he, * intoxicate me with 
perfumes ; let me die with the sound of de- 
licious music !' Not one word of God, or of his 
soul ! A sensual philosopher, he asks of death 
only a supreme sensualism ; he desires to give 
a last pleasure even to agony. 

"Look at Madame Eoland — that strong 
woman of the Kevolution — ^upon the car which 
carries her to death. Slie YooV^ ^^f^Qo^ ^bw^-ra. 
upon the stupid people, >i?\io'k2X>i\i^^^^'^'^^'^^ 
and their pricBU. Not one s'^^oi'^iQ ^^ V^'^'^^ ^ 
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only an exclamation for the earth she leaves : 
' Oh Liberty ! ' 

" Approach the prison-doors of the Girond- 
ines ; their last night is a banquet, and their 
last hymn is the Marseillaise f 

"Follow Camille Desmoulins to punish- 
ment : — a cold and indecent pleasantry at the 
tribunal ; one long imprecation on the road to 
the guillotine ; these are the last thoughts of 
this dying man, about to appear on high ! 

'< Listen to Danton upon the platform of 
the scaffold, one step from God and immor- 
tality : — * I have enjoyed much ; let me go to 
sleep,* he said ; — then to the executioner ; 
'You will show my head to the people ; it is 
worth while!* Annihilation for a confession 
of faith ; vanity for the last sigh : such is the 
Frenchman of these latter days f 

** What do you think,*' Lamartine proceeds, 
'<of the religious sentiment of a free people, 
whose great characters seem to walk thus in 
procession to annihilation; and die without 
even death, that terrible minister, recalling to 
fieir minds the fear or the ^lom^ft^ of God?*' 
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Such is a glimpse how some of those in the 
school of infidelity finished their days. Here we 
have seen, how madly they rush on to the 
awful guK, intoxicated into stupidity by the 
father of lies. Here are some awful footprints 
on the banks of the river called death. Here 
are the red lights! Here are the beacons! 
saying to us, Beware! Keep off ! Come not 
near, there is danger here! Those who 
travelled this way have all perished! God 
grant us grace to keep far away — to live well 
as the servants of Christ, that in the end of 
our days we may reap everlasting life. 

We may now for the sake of contrast refer 
to some who have passed away to the summer 
of life and have fairly gained the ** rest that 
remaineth." And for the purpose of en- 
couraging the young, ** in the morning to soio 
tJieir seed " — and the aged, " in the evening to 
withold not their hand " — ^we may gather a 
bracelet of beatitudes even on the banks of the 
river, and obtain some glimpses of the land 
Beulah — Thus prompting the prayer in a 
better spirit than that of th^ old false ^ro^ko^iv 
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<<Let me die the death of the righteous, and 
lot my last end be like his ! " 

To begin with, the Psalmist remarks, ** Yea, 
though I walk through the valley and the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou 
art with me, thy rod and thy staff they comfort 
me.'* " Fear not, for I have redeemed thee ; 
I have called thee by thy name; thou art 
mine." ** And if I go and prepare a place for 
you, I will come again and receive you unto 
myself." ** My grace is sufficient for thee." 
God's people have ever found it so. When 
Polycarp came to the stake, they wanted to 
fasten him with a chain. ** You need not do 
that," said he, ** My God that brought me here, 
will keep me in the fire." Listen to the holy. 
Bradford, another of the noble army of martyrs 
whose soul-peace swelled into extacy, even 
while his body was suffering the most excru- 
ciating pain. — " What am I, and what is my 
father's house, that God for me, as for Elijah, 
should send a chariot of fire ?" And he went 
up to heaven in that fiery chariot. Draw near 
th0 bed-side pf Christian Evart ; " Ob, death 
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is sweet to me ! This bed is soft ; Christ's 
arms, his smiles, his visits, sure they would 
turn hell into heaven! I shall soon be in 
eternity — I shall soon see Christ who died for 
me — ^I shall soon mingle in the* hallelujahs of 
glory ! Me-thinks I hear the melody of heaven, 
and by faith I see the angels waiting to carry 
me to the bosom of Jesus ! And I shall be for 
ever with the Lord I" Hear the dying 
Payson; — "The celestial city is full in my 
view. Its glories beam upon me, its odours 
are wafted to me, its sounds strike on my ears. 
Nothing seperates me from it but the river of 
death, which now appears but an insignificant 
rill that may be crossed at a single step, when- 
ever God shall give permission." Catch the 
last whisperings of Henry Watson Fox : — ^A 
Missionary in India, who was hopefully carried 
through the swellings of Jordan — ** When thou 
wilt, where thou wilt, as thou wilt.'* Beml 
over Dr. Gordon of Hull : — " No clouds, no 
doubts, no fears, — ^peace unbroken ! I am a 
marvellous instance of the gracious interpos- 
ition of a kind God. If he sought m<^ ^Vsiss^ \» 
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did not seek him, why shonld I doubt, now 
that I have gone to him ! that magnificent 
book !" Follow Samuel Eutherford to his Ab- 
erdeen-prison ; he had been deposed by the 
Government from his collegiate chair; his 
works had been burned in Edinburgh by the 
hands of the common hangman. Parliament 
sent him a false charge of treason. But the 
summons came too late. He was on his death- 
bed, and calmly remarked that he had got 
another summons before a superior Judge, 
and he sent this message : * * I behoved to answer 
my first summons : and ere your day arrive, I 
will be where few kings and great folk ever 
come.'* His last words were, ** Glory, glory 
dwelleth in Immanuel's land." He seemed to 
be already on the threshold of the pearly gate- 
way. The Parliament, on hearing that he 
was dying, voted that he should not die in the 
college as a professor. Lord Burleigh arose 
and said, ** Y^ cannot vote him out of heaven." 
Enter the chamber where Thomas Halyburton 
is on his dying bed. ** This is the best pulpit,** 
lie said, '* <;hat ever I was in; I am laid on 
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this bed for this very end, that I may commend 
my Lord." To his wife he remarked, ** My 
sweet bird, are you there? I am no more 
thine, I am the Lord's. On the day I took 
you by the hand, I wist not how I could ever 
get my heart off you again ; but I have got it 
done. Do not weep ; you should rather rejoice. 
Eejoice with me, and let us exalt His name 
together. We shall be in the same family in 
heaven ; but you must even stay a while be- 
hind, and take care of God*s bairns." To his 
aged elder — ** James, ye are an old man, and 
I am dying : yet the child is going to die an 
hundred years old. I am like a shock of com 
fully ripe. I have ripened fast under the 
bright Sun of Eighteousness, and I have had 
brave showers ! " To his physician — ** I am 
not acting as a fool; but I have weighed 
eternity during the last night. I have looked 
on earth as stripped of all things pleasant to 
nature ; I have considered the spade and the grave, 
and every circumstance in it that is terrible to 
nature! and under the view of all these, I 
found that in the lyay of Godl ^hi^ek ^g^<^ "«s^ 
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satisfaction — ^not merely a rational satisfaction, 
but a heart engaging power that makes me re- 
joice.'* In the hour of death ** I am thinking 
on the pleasant spot of earth that I will get to 
lie in, beside Mr. Rutherford and Principal 
Anderson. I will come in as the little one 
among them, and I will get my Httle George 
in my hand, and oh, we will he a group ofhonnie 
dust ! " Here we have a sublime display of 
courage in a dying hour — a calm confronting 
of the king of terrors — ^When his voice failed, 
and he could not speak — ^he gently clapped his 
hands in triumph ! 

** Mortals cried a man is dead — 
Angels snng a child is born." 

Track the footsteps of Henry Martyn in the 
solitude of Trocat — " Oh, when shall time give 
place to eternity ! " said he, " when shall that 
new heaven and that new earth appear wherein 
dwelleth righteousness ? " and scarcely had he 
expressed the wish, when death came, and 
called him to endless life. Visit David Brain- 
erd, in his last hour, his noble soul was on the 
vFin^" to he with Jesus — and he was heard 
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whispering forth the words, — "He will come, 
and will not tarry ; I shall soon be in glory ; 
soon be with God and angels J* "I shall be 
satisfied with thy likeness ! satisfied ! satisfied !" 
was the jubilant expression with which Charles 
Wesley ** languished into life.'* ** Our God is 
the God of whom cometh salvation — God is 
the Lord by whom we escape from death." — 
was the Te Deum with which Luther expired. 
" Thou Lord, bruiseth me, but I am abundantly 
satisfied since it is from thy hand," — were 
among the last words of Calvin. **Live in 
Christ, live in Christ, and the flesh need not 
fear death," — rang from the lips of the dying 
Knox. **I am as happy as a king!" — said 
Whitefield as he was passing through the 
river. **I have found more in him than I 
ever expected to want." — ^was the hymn which 
died away on the closing lips of the Kev. 
Thomas Scott. ** Valley — Shadow — ^Home — 
Jesus — Peace " — were the last syllables uttered 
on earth by another. — " Mark the perfect man 
and behold the upright, for the end of that 
mail is peace," Bead^r follow the footijimta* 
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of those who thus followed Christ. Seek ever 
to be ready for the home-call. Like the mother 
of Sisera, let "faith be straining its ear for the 
murmur of the chariot-wheels — ^that when the 
cry shall be heard — ** Behold the Bridegroom 
Cometh ! go ye out to meet him ! " — ^You may 
be able joyfully to respond — " Lo! this is our 
God, ue have waited for Him I " " Blessed are 
those servants whom the Lord when He cometh 
shall find watching." 



*' The damp dews of death are around me this morning, 
The grave is preparing its qniet for me ; 
Bat the glories of heaven around me are dawning, 
The King in his beauty now soon I shall see ! 

For the land which is very far ofif I am bound, 
Then why should my footsteps be lingering here ? 
I see the bright track and the glory around, — 
Then welcome the grave and the death which is near. 

* Twill be but the death of all suffering and sorrow, 

* Twill be but the death of the body of sin ; 

Oh ! the sun never shone on so bright a To-morrow 
4s that which shall welcopie my spirit within,—^ 
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WiUiin the dark veil which Mortality Bhronds 
From the glories and joys of Immanners reign ; 
Oh I that moment will come when the veil of the flesh 
Shall be rent from the top to the bottom again. 

It is near I It is near ! I feel the veil rending, 
The King in his beanty how soon I shall see ! 
My Bonl is already in praises ascending. 
My God is preparing a mansion for me." 
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